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that the Sultan himself had painted it. Certainly he had
long admired it; and it now reminded him of how right
he had been in his forebodings. Corruption of the We
had bitten deep into Turkey. Gone was the simple fait
in the Padishah.  His days were numbered in Yild
Kiosk. All he had built and collected, what-not by wha
not, brick by brick, spy upon counter-spy, would soon t
scattered and undone.

His life had been wasted. He had made himself a
absolute autocrat, but liberty was an illusion : it meai
only the privilege of tying one's own fetters.

How many hours had he sat on that study chair (can
fully insulated lest it be struck by lightning) reading ti
reports of his spies ? He possessed in the adjoining roon
three hundred boxes of djournals which, if their conten
were ever published, would disclose the surprising privai
lives not only of many great Pashas but of some respecte
diplomats and eminent editors of foreign newspaper
Yet the result of all that hard and dirty work was that I
was a prisoner in his own Palace, a slave of his ow
system.

Abdul Houda had told him that he would only reig
thirty-three years, and the old astrologer had been righ
A change was close. He felt it in his bones, and so di
every sentient thing surrounding him. His cats knew i
and prowled about the lawns and summer-houses wit
prophetic malaist. Even the street dogs of Constantinop]
knew it, according to those who brought him news froi
the city. Instead of basking in the streets, as was the dog:
custom, they were now grouting into all the heaps (
rubbish they could find. They were digging themselves ii
having guessed that there was to be shooting. They coul_
not escape, for each pack had its own quarter of the city :